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Just One Last Time 


It had been a struggle. It had come with snarls and veiled threats. It had even come with blood. But it had been 
worth it. 


Sitting on his couch, Peter silently stared at the sight before him. Swirling the wine around the glass, he took a 
long drink before topping it up from the open bottle beside him. Something just a little bit sadistic sang 
through the wine, awakening it in his soul. 


The creature on the floor was a pathetic shadow of their former self. Stripped naked, their legs were lashed 
together, arms tied behind them, wrists expertly joined to their ankles. Their head was tucked against their 
chest, held there by a bridle of leather, a ball gag silencing their normally volatile mouth. 


Placing the glass to one side, Peter knelt before them. Brushing waves of thick orange hair away from their 
face, he stared into angry hazel eyes. While their body may have been stilled, their eyes continued to silently 


scream. 


"Calmed down yet, Mustaine?" 


The leather creaked as Dave tried to shake his head, the movement killed by the bridle. Dropping the hair back 
over the guitarists face, he stood and made for the kitchen. "That's fine. Just yell me when you're ready." 


He chuckled to himself, regretting it once he was out of sight. Leaning against the kitchen counter, he stared 
out of the kitchen window, the guilt beginning to creep in 


It had started months before, after a chance meeting between Dave and himself. They'd spent an enjoyable 
right together before parting as the sun rose over LA. 


Then the letters and faxes started to arrive, all written in Dave's distinctive handwriting. At first they were 
pleasant, something which had shocked Peter considering Dave's well known temper. They'd thanked Peter for 
his support before getting a little darker. They became harassed, pleading with him for another meeting, 
another night together. When Peter had finally replied, telling Dave he really should be bedding his gorgeous 
boyfriend instead of hopping in to bed with every person who passed through town, the mood changed. 


Two or three letters a day arrived, faxes following in their wake. The phone picked up multitudes of messages, 
most of them hangups, but a few which mirrored the mood of everything which had arrived. They swung 
from pleading, to desperation, to outright threats. For a man who could have had anyone, Dave Mustaine was 


one desperate man. 
And there's only so much a man can take and, when Megadeth rolled into NY, Peter snapped. 


Glancing through the door, he looked at the pitiful figure on the floor, strings of saliva dripping from their 
mouth. It wasn't kidnap when Dave had so willingly gotten in to his car. 


Yet still the guilt ate away at him, gnawing at his soul. Once more. He'd give Dave what he wanted one more 
time. Then he'd free him with explicit instructions that he was to return to the bed of David Ellefson and 
never look back. If he wanted to be tied up, beaten and fucked, it was up to him to ask David to fulfill his 


needs, not someone else. 


Still, hauling Dave through the apartment by his hair had turned Peter on. That he couldn't deny. Watching him 
struggle, fight and spit and snarl had stroked his ego in ways no other had. To have Dave Mustaine bowing to 
his every whim was a dark and deadly pleasure. As he'd discovered, you didn't play with fire and not get 
burned. 


Walking back to the hunched figure, Peter once more lifted the veil of flame hair and stared into Dave's hazel 
eyes. The anger of earlier had faded, replaced with longing. His normally animated mouth was silenced, 
stretched wide by the red rubber ball. It looked fitting, almost as if it belonged there. 

"You ready?" he asked. 


Dave managed something of a nod. 


"Okay. But, Dave, I'm laying down the law. This is the last time. After this, you go back to David and you never 
look back" He sighed and stroked his hand over Dave's head, savouring the feeling of his thick hair. "cause | 


don't want to be the one who has to answer to him" 


Dave's eyes went wide, suddenly filled with sadness and Peter felt his heart drop. He didn't know if the sadness 
was for them, or for David. He sincerely hoped it was for David and not because Dave was losing out on 


something. 


"Dave, I'm sorry. | just can't do it. Can't break his heart like that. You want something, you ask him. You don't 
keep fucking around behind his back. And if you want to, well." Sitting back on his heels, Peter pushed the long 
black hair from his eyes. "I'm not that guy. If you want to fuck around behind David's back, you need to find 
someone who doesn't give a shit. Because God knows, | don't want to be the one who has to answer to a 
heartbroken David Ellefson. | don't want to be the one who has to make him cry. Do you understand?" 


Dave stared at him for the longest moment, eyes searching Peter's, silently pleading with him. 


"No," he softly whispered. "It's not going to be me. You've got two choices. We do this and you walk. Or you 
just walk. Which will it be?" 


The hazel eyes continued to focus on him and Peter nodded. "One last time, Mustaine. You darken my door 


again and you'll regret it” 
Something akin to a sneer tried to tug at Dave's lips. 
"| mean it, Mustaine. Don't mess with me." 


Reaching around the redhead's naked body, he untied his legs, his ankles red from where the rope had bitten in 
to them and dragged him to his feet by his hair. Dave growled around the gag, a backhand across the face 
quietening him. He hated doing it, hated hitting anyone. But there was something about Dave which just 
screamed at Peter to give him a good beating. And Dave didn't mind, the pain only fuelling whatever roared 


through him. 

Storming through the apartment, he hauled Dave behind him, listening as he growled and moaned. Strands of 
red hair snapped between his fingers, a reminder Peter wasn't sure he wanted. Kicking open the bedroom door, 
he tossed Dave face down on to the bed, watching as he struggled to get on to his back, hands still firmly tied. 
The guitarists face was red with the effort, the mark of Peter's hand an angry welt across one cheek. 
Already his cock was hard, the viciousness of their meeting exciting him. Peter could feel his own arousal 
growing, jeans becoming tight. Stripping his clothes off, he glared at the man on the bed. 


"You gonna beg for this or just lie there like a beached whale." 


The sadism once more roared to life as Dave slithered from the bed and to his knees, body arched back so he 


could look up at Peter. Grinning, he reached down and petted the orange waves. 
"Now, if | take that gag out, you're not going to do anything you regret, are you?" 


Dave managed another of the small head shakes and, from the look in his eyes, Peter knew he was fairly sated. 
He'd seen the stinging anger all to often; in interviews, on the radio, and in person. At that moment the redhead 


was putty in his hands, willing to do anything to get off. 


Tugging the ball gag from between his teeth, he gave Dave a moment to wretch and catch his breath, before 
Peter leaned in to clean his face. He loved seeing Dave on the floor, loved seeing him beg for the heady mix of 
pain and pleasure. Tomorrow he might regret it but, for now, he was going to enjoy every second. Because who 


else could say that they'd had Megadeth's front man on his hands and knees? 


Grabbing a handful of hair, he held out his cock to Dave, watching as he licked his lips. A heartbeat later and 
his talented tongue lapped at the head, sending shivers down Peter's spine. Growling, he thrust his hips 
forward, forcing the slick head between his welcoming lips. Dave didn't disappoint, swallowing it down in one, 
warm, wet mouth expertly sucking him. His tongue played over the slit, eagerly cleaning away any pre-come, 
before his tongue wrapped him, gently massaging every throbbing vein Peter groaned and rocked his hips, 
letting his earlier fear melt away. Dave wanted this as badly as he did. But he'd made a promise; this would be 
the last time. The next person who forced themselves between Dave's lips would be David 


Tugging on Dave's hair, he moved his mouth, pressing them to his tight balls. There was a little resistance, 
Dave growling at the pain, but that was half of the fun. Once again, his tongue lapped around him, inhaling his 


scent and exciting him. 


With a grunt, he heaved Dave back to his feet and tossed him to the bed. This time he remained face down, 
drawing his knees and ass up. Peter could feel his heart thundering in his chest, his cock hard and aching. 
Every nerve ending tingled, his skin feeling on fire. He needed this, wanted it even. Yet why was he so 
determined to kick Dave out? 


Because he didn't want to see someone else hurt. Didn't want them to feel the pain he'd been through. The 
ache of a broken heart was too much too bare and, for some, it was enough to push them over the edge. He 
knew that David was already fighting to remain clean and sober, constantly pulled down by Mustaine's stupidity. 
The last thing the pretty Midwesterner needed was someone to come along, steal his boyfriend, kick his teeth 
in and leave him with a shattered heart and ego. As much as Peter didn't want to admit it, David needed Dave 
as much as Dave needed him. They were like two peas from the same pod, a soul which had been split and 
finally found its way back together. Dave probably wouldn't admit that he needed David. In fact, he'd probably 
laugh at the notion. But Peter knew that David would. David needed to fight the darkness which clung to him 
and hurting him wasn't going to help. 


Kneeling on the bed, he grabbed Dave's hips with one hand and his hair with the other. Yanking on the thick 
sunset coloured strands, he pushed himself in, both of them groaning. There was no need for any preparation; 


Dave liked it rough, liked to bleed. He wasn't happy until he was torn apart with blood trickling down his thighs. 


It was as if the pain somehow appeased what he was doing, somehow washed away his sins. 


The guitarist was plush and tight, his ass pulling Peter into him. Managing to still himself, Peter waited for a 
few heartbeats before he began to thrust. Beneath him, Dave bucked and howled, calling Peter every name 
under the sun. But Peter didn't let it stop him. Digging his nails into Dave's pale flesh, he raked bloody gashes 
along his hips and over his ass, pushing himself in deeper and deeper. He let one hand brush against Dave's 
bound ones, almost smiling as fingers curled against his own. Dave wanted it, wanted the human contact, 
wanted to have someone to hold him. But it wasn't going to happen, not this time, not in his bed. He was going 


to use Dave, give him what he wanted and place him back on the street: 


With one hand steadying himself, he slid the other to Dave's cock, wrapping his fingers around it. Suddenly 
Dave stilled, his thrashing becoming nothing. Slowing his own thrusts, he gently stroked the other man, enjoying 
the feeling of having his cock in his hand. 


"You wanna come?" he murmured. 
For a moment, Dave said nothing. Then he whispered the most pathetic sound Peter had ever heard. "Please." 


Yet, despite Dave's bravado, there was something distinctly fragile about him. It was obvious the wounds 
Metallica had left behind were still raw and Dave's outbursts were little more than the ignored toddler wanting 


attention. 


Peter felt his heart ache, a deep sadness welling up. Dave accepted any attention, even the pain of being 
roughly fucked. It didn't matter to the redhead, just as long as someone was with him. Slowing his thrusts, he 
felt Dave relax, a low purr erupting from his throat. Bowing his head, Peter kissed his way along the exposed 
back, his lips finding each of Dave's exposed bones. Dave was killing himself with heroin and his body showed 
the battle scars of his addiction. Tenderly he made his way along Dave's shoulder, his fingers deftly untying his 
arms, his wrists chaffed and red. With a groan of pleasure, Dave shifted, his elbows resting on the bed before 


he stretched his arms before him. Gone was the whirling dervish, a relaxed cat left in its place. 


Lifting away waves of orange hair, he placed kisses on Dave's throat, the guitarist all but melting beneath him. 
Had he gone through something similar with James? Was it why he couldn't give himself over to David, 
because he felt as though he needed someone stronger to take control? A hundred unanswered questions 


rolled through his mind. 


His fingers stroked along Dave's cock, the pre-come making it smooth and velvety, veins throbbing against his 
palm. From the way Dave reacted, the minute tightening of his body, Peter knew he was ready to come. With a 
grunt, he sped up, pushing in as deeply as he could, Dave howling as he swept across the spot within him. The 
way he tightened and flexed around Peter's cock made him shiver and groan, his own orgasm approaching. 
Grabbing a handful of red hair, he buried his face against Dave's neck and came long and hard. Dave came with 


him, head thrown back, a long cry of pleasure filling the air. 


Panting, Peter pulled away and sat on the edge of the bed. Offering his come soaked hand, he watched as Dave 


licked him clean, the feeling of his tongue working between his fingers making him shiver. 
"Sorry! 

Rubbing his wrists, Dave sat beside him, finally looking sated. "What for." 

"For everything you've been through." 


"How do you know what I've been through, Steele?" He could sense that defensive Dave was beginning to rise, 
his fuse as short as a toothpick. 


"| don't. Just sensed it." He shrugged and gazed off in to the distance, not wanting to make contact with those 
hazel eyes. He knew that if he looked he'd see things he didn't want to see. 


"Yeah, well.” 
"Yeah, well?" 
From the corner of his eye, he saw Dave shrug. "Nothin" 


They both fell quiet, Peter keeping his eyes on the wall. A million things passed through his head, weighing up 
what he was about to say. 


Finally, he said, "Look, if you need anyone to talk to, about anything at all, I'm here. I'm just not here to be your 
fuck buddy." 


"Yeah, whatever. | don't need anyone to talk to." 


He turned to look at Dave. The other man stared straight ahead, his body suddenly rigid. "Never say never, 


Dave." 
"Whatever." There was something in Dave's voice, as though it was about to crack with emotion 


Sighing, Peter refused to allow his body to respond, refused to allow himself to reach out and run a hand along 


Dave's spine. If he did that, he would be going back on what he'd said. Dave didn't need him. Dave needed David. 
If you want to fuck around you'll have to break it to David. Dave, | refuse to let him find out by chance. He 
needs you, especially now. He needs someone to be strong for him. | know he quit drugs a couple of years back 
but it can't be easy for him." 


Dave's Adam's apple bobbed and his hands clenched in his lap. "Whatever." 


"You want someone to fuck around with?" 


The answer was curt. "No." 
"Then why are you so pissed? What's messing with you?" 
Dave's jaw was tight, eyes forever staring away to the distance. He remained quiet. 


"Look, Dave, | don't want to part on bad terms. Never did. If you need me, you know where | am. But itll only 
be as a friend. Nothing more." 


Getting up, Peter reached for his clothes, refusing to glance over his shoulder. He knew what would happen if 
he did and he dressed in silence. 


"And if | tell David?" Dave's voice suddenly sounded young, as though he were a child. 


Swallowing, Peter took a deep breath and looked at Dave. "If you tell him, do it carefully. And if he agrees, you 
give him the option to come with you. At the end of the day, he's your boyfriend, not me." 


Again, Dave seemed to relax and he reached out to run a hand through the fiery hair, finger's clasping around 
the redhead's jaw. 


"You have to teach him, Dave. Teach him what you want. It's the only way you'll get where you want to be" 
Peter was sure he saw a ghost of a smile play over Dave's lips, fading before it had even begun to form. 


"Go back to him, Dave. Tell him what you need to. You have my number if you need me. I'll always answer the 


phone to you." 


wun 


They drove back to Megadeth's hotel in silence, watching the bustle of New York. At the hotel's entrance stood 
David, hand over his eyes and scanning the traffic, a look of fear on his face. Pulling up before him, Peter gave 
Dave one last smile. 


"Is up to you, Dave. Only you can get what you want." 


This time Dave smiled, wide and sunny, his hazel eyes suddenly filled with hope. He held out his hand and Peter 
took it, shaking it firmly. "Thanks." 


"Anytime." 


He watched Dave get out, the relief spreading over David's face. The slender Midwesterner threw his arms 


around Dave's neck, giving him the biggest hug before pulling back, chattering away nineteen to the dozen. No 


doubt he was asking a hundred different questions and Dave silenced him with a finger over his lips. Letting 
him down, he said something Peter didn't hear and, for a heartbeat, David's eyes met his, a whisper of a smile 
playing on his face. Then he returned his attention back to Dave, allowing himself to be escorted back to the 
hotel. Neither of them looked back as they walked through the door. 


But, deep down, Peter knew he'd see them again. 


Feeling better about himself, he gunned the engine, cranked up the radio and made for home. It was all going to 


be alright. 


~~ The End (for now!) ~~~ 


